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PREFACE. 


the Preface of a Poem, publiſhd in the 
Tear 1727, and entitled The Judgment of 
HERCULES, I happen'd to mention a Paſ- q 
ſage in the Tatler, and thereupon.make the -—M 
following Excurſion, viz. | 


« Ne' er may the SAGE a Splendid Shilling want; 

ce Nor ſigh for Coach or Chariot, Chaiſe or Chair, 
« Or gentle Pad, to bear his gouty Limbs, 
« Unhurt, as he LANGUNNOR Fields, in queſt 

« Of Air untainted, traverſes ſedate, 

« Health to regain! O may his uſeful Life 

« Softly decay, and happily expire; 

“ Leaving behind, among lamenting Crowds, 

« A Name and an Example, ever dear, 

„ And deathleſs as his Lucubrations fam'd! 

« Him, ſhould the Fates permit me to ſurvive, | 
« To Song lugubrious ſhall my wretched Mule | 
c. Commit BRITANNIAs Sorrows, and my own. 
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By the . 4 I find my . 018 8 to 1 8 
Muſe to the Memory of Sir Richard Steele. But, ac 
1 was meditating the beſt Manner of doing Fuſtice . to " 
that great Man, 2. my good Friend, I cou d not imd- * 
Fine any Thing ſo fit and ſo worthy as That, which Ihave 
faln upon, in the following Addreſs to Sir Robert Walpole. 
As no Perſon knew his Merit better, and efteem'd him 
more, while he lid d, fo none -has it more either iu his 
Power or his Diſpoſition, to do him Honour, now he is 
dead. But I will not ſay more in this Place, with Re- 
ſpect to my noble Patron. Let Readers judge as they 
pleaſe of my Performance. No one hves more regardleſs 
either of Cenſure or Praiſe than my ſelf, when I am ſa- 
tisfy'd of the Goodneſs of my Intention in Writing, But 
ſhould the Cawvils of ſome People turn not upon my Verſe, 
but the Choice of the Subject and the great Man to whom 
I addreſs it, the Publick, to which I appeal, will appear 
in my Defence; nor cou d I wiſh for more glorious Sanction 
than . its Voice, on ſuch an Occaſion. 
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5 VNN with the Wreath of univer- 


Y = In . 2 Honour, and with Lane 
of Days, 


The Bard the Patriot, Soldier, and hs Sage, 

The Friend of Men, and Glory of our Age, 

The peerlels STEELE his Spirit hath reſign d, 

And left in Tears a wretched World behind. 

Yes, He too, ſubject to imperial Fate, 

Is fal'n! Alas! how tranſient mortal State! 

But are the Muſes all, at once, ſtruck dumb? 

Yet unadorn d remains the filent Tomb? 
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Is Porx confounded with uncommon Woe? 
No more does Vouxc's high Inſpiration flow: 
Quite is the laurel'd Euspen's Lyre unſtrung? ? 
And T1cKXELL's Harp on rueful Willows hung? 
Ungenerous Tribe! But let the Sons of Verſe, 8 
Whole ſtudied Elegiacs would prove Farce, 
Continue ſilent, as the gloomy Grave — 
WALPOLE, who lives but to ſupport and fave, 
Alone, will better do the Hero Right, 
And fix his Friend in everlaſting Light. 


A Monument, becomin g thy great Mind, 
Wou'd pay, at once, the Vows of All Mankind. 
And, while It kept alive his Worth and Fame, 
Who wou'd not bleſs the kind Preſerver's Name? 
. Honours to STEELE wou'd thy own Glory raiſe, 
And grave on every grateful Heart thy Praiſe: 
Faction and Malice Then wou'd turn thy F riends 
Such Rev'rence on ſuch Godlike Deeds attends! 


And ſure, O STEELE, (if Souls from Fleſh ſet free 
Their Friends laſt; pious, Offices can ſee) 
Thou dſt look on This illuſtrious Inſtance, pleas d; 
And boaſt, among the Shades, that It was rais d, 


(In 


3] 
(In Honour of thy Merit, Mind, and Pen) 
By th' ableſt Judge and trueſt Friend of Men. 


Well, to the dead, may WAL POL E ſtretch his Care, 


Whoſe _ Protection all _ living ſhare. 
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But had ſt thou liv d in letter d Greece of old, 

Thy Statue had been form'd of maſſy Gold, 
Thy Self among thy Country's Gods enroll'd! 
Nor wou'd the Genius of the ancient Rome 
Been fatisfy'd to lodge Thee in a Tomb, 
But, with the Honours due to Patriot Flame, 
The Publick had immortaliz'd thy Name. 


Be huſh, my Muſe, and Providence revere— 
STEELE was Teſerv'd to act the Hero Here, 
In doubtful Days for Liberty to ſtand, 
Maintain the Britiſh Rights, and Save the Land. 
Like Hercules, to rid our Earth He roſe 
Of publick Monſters and domeſlic Foes, 
By Reafon's Force to vindicate the Law, 
And make the Sons of Slavery ſtand in Awe; 
Nor breath'd a Vice or F olly in the Crowd, 
By his facetious Satyr unſubdu d. 
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| When, when again, Britannia, wilt thou boaſt | 
A Son more Godlike than our Guardian loſt? 
When ſhall we ſee ſo many Virtues met? 


Such glorious Gems in one {mall Circle ſer? 2 
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Shou'd (Heav'n avert it!) WAI. yoLE leave us too, 


And his lov'd STEELE to Realms of Light purſue, 
How ſoon, Britannia, wou'd thy Beauty fade? 
' What equal Hand wou'd haſten to thy Aid? 


Long, very long, Ye Pow'rs, ſuſpend his Fate; * 
On Him depends the Safety of the State. 

While He, our Atlas, its vaſt Burden bears, 
What need to fear the Falling of the Spheres? 


Life of thy Country, be it ſtill thy Care; 
Long let the Realm thy happy Influence ſhare, 
Ev'n in their own Deſpite make Mortals bleſt, 
Live to conclude thy Schemes, of Schemes the Beſt! > 
Then, crown'd with Honour, late retire to Reſt. 1 
But, O! amid the Buſineſs of the State, 
Still may the Muſes own Thee good as great; 
Ev'n to their Duſt thy guardian Zeal extend, 
And let STEELE's Shade confeſs Thee ſtill his Friend. 


Me- 
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Methinks, Already given is thy Command, 
And artful GI BBS applys the skilfull Hand! 
What mimick Features does the Marble ſhow ? 
With Life and Beauty how the Figures glow ? 
Breathes not that Image? ſeems it not to ſpeak ? 
Does not this Buſto give the Tatler back? 
By WALPOLE's Bounty, BICKERST AFP revives, 
Refines our Language, and reforms our Lives! 
Ages, unborn, the Bleſſing ſhall enjoy; 
Nor, till the Volumes of the ſpacious Sky 
Blaze in one Flame, ſhall one or t'other die! 


Thrice happy Poets by ſuch Patrons grac'd, 

And, after Death, in ſuch Diſtinction plac'd! 

Cou'd I but hope ſuch Honours to obtain, 

How eager I'd attempt a nobler Strain, 

Make an Eternity of Fame my Strife, 

And Spurn, at once, corroding Cares and Life. 

But vain th' Ambition! ----Then be This my Boaſt, 
(S0 ſhall my Name be not entirely loſt!) 

« MITCRELL to WALPOLE firſt this Motion made, 
« And firſt to STEELE Poetic Honours paid. 


FIN 
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